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sufferings he endured from his malady. By the
advice of his doctor, I believe, it was that he had
recourse to narcotics to allay the pain, and procure
him rest at night. Mr. C. Hawker wrote to me:
Towards the close of his life, my brother (I am grieved
to state it) renewed a. habit he had contracted on the death
of his first wife, but had abandoned—of taking opium.
This had a most injurious effect on his nerves: it violently
excited him for a while, and then cast him into fits of the
most profound depression. When under this influence he
wrote and spoke in the wildest and most unreasonable
manner, and said things which in moments of calmer
judgment, I am sure, he bitterly deplored. He would at
times work himself into the greatest excitement about the
most trivial matters, over which he would laugh in his
more serene moments.
Whilst Mr. Hawker was in London, he called one
day on some very kind friends, who had a house in
Bude, but were then in town. Mrs. M	, thinking
that the old man would be troubled at being away
from his books, very considerately offered to lend him
any from her own library which he might take a
fancy to read. But he said: 'All I want is a reference
Bible. If I have that I care for no other books.'
And he carried off a Bagster's Polygot that lay on
the table.
From London, Mr. Hawker returned to Morwen-
stow, to fresh suffering, disappointment and anxieties.
I give a few of his last letters to one whom he regarded
as his best friend.
morwenstow, Sept. 22, 1874. My dear Valentine^—You
brought to my house the solitary blessing of my life. My
three daughters came to me through you, as God's instru-
ment. I must write to you. You will not have many
more letters from me. . . . My mind has been so racked
and softened that I shall never be myself again. My
health, too, is gone. My legs are healed, but the long
drain has enfeebled me exceedingly. Money terrors, too,
have reached a climax. I have so many claims upon me,

